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Whack-a-Mole 


Author's Notes: 
| know that the guys probably didn\'t own a Whack-a-Mole machine but the idea sounded fun For Cobrasnaps 


and their amasing Metallica fics * 


‘Slam’ 

James smiled and shook his head. "Hey Lars," he called and the drummer grunted before continuing down the 

hall. He frowned but shrugged it off as the ‘game room' door slammed. The ‘game room’ just consisted of an 

‘old Whack-a-mole machine that their buddies from Anthrax had chipped in to help them buy back when Cliff 
was around. 

‘Crash’ 


He jumped at the sound and ran to go see what was going on. 


‘Smash’ 


Yanking the door open, he watched as Lars slammed the Whack-a-mole mallet down onto a plastic head over 
and over. His white knuckled grip had James hesitant to move into the same breathing space as the pissed off 


Dare. 
‘Thwack' 


Plucking up his courage he moved closer. "Lars?" The mallet attacked with more ferocity to the point that 
James was actually concerned for the machine. "Lars, Lars..LARS!" furious green eyes bored into his soul. He 
flinched back before steeling himself and pressing forward. "Hey easy man, what's gotten into you what has 
you so worked up?" The small drummer snarled something in Danish before attacking the game again "l'm 
sorry | don't understand animal, wanna run that by me again in English?" Lars turned snarling. 


"Dave FUCKING Mustaine!" he growled, "Every FUCKING time..| swear to GOD James! Every time | try to do 
something nice for that stupid fuck and it bites me in the ass! Why the FUCK do | keep sticking up for that 


dick?!" he screamed and lifted the mallet high over his head to slam it down onto a helpless toy mole. 

"Whoa dude, calm down!" Lars simmered with unsuppressed rage as James wrestled for the mallet with all his 
strength. "LARS, cool it!" The tall guitar player winced as the drummer landed a particularly hard blow to his 
face, making him see stars. A vicious snarl escaped his lips before pinning the squirming Dane to the floor. 
"ENOUGH, you cock sucking, motherfucker! I'M NOT DAVE SO STOP TRYING TO KILL ME!" he snapped. Lars 


stopped struggling and roared when James planted his legs on either side of his hips, sitting on his stomach 
and pelvis. 


"Get the FUCK off mel" he growled. 


"Hell no, not until you calm down dude." Lars tried to struggle again but James pinned his hands over his head. 


Both were breathing hard, snarling in each other's faces. 


"Fuck you." James scowled at him and lifted a large hand to circle his wrists and the other fell around his 


throat in a loose grip. He stiffened and James sighed. 


"| don't want to hurt you..please relax man" All the fight drained from the smaller body and James licked his 
now bloody lip. "Damn it that hurt you asshole." Lars rolled his eyes. 


"What do you want me to do, kiss it and make it better?" sarcasm poured from his slightly accented voice. 


James frowned, sucking his lower lip into his mouth to draw on the wound. 
"No | want you to tell me what the HELL happened." Lars sighed and squirmed against the taller man, 
"Will you let me up?" James smirked. 


"Hell no, | don't need you hittin’ me in the face again. Besides, you make a good seat." The Dane scoffed. 


"Sure that's ‘cause you're not in my position" He snickered and Lars sighed. "James..seriously, keep moving and 
things will become uncomfortable." The singer just shrugged, leaning over him to look straight into his now 


calm green eyes. 
‘ll live, and more importantly, so will you..now talk." Lars sighed again and stared up at him helplessly. 
"It doesn't matter." James shifted with a frown. 


"Lars if it didn't matter you wouldn't have been so pissed off" Lars nodded slowly, still quiet. "Lars." he used 
his now free hand to cup his cheek. "Talk to me buddy. What happened?" Lars leaned into the comfort offered. 


"Dave..tried to make me have sex with him. | brought him food and some beer because | heard that he was in 
town and under the weather. So | went over and things started out ok. We drank and talked and Dave was 
feeling better and when | went to leave he pinned me to the door." He winced at the cold fury that burned in 
his friend's ice blue eyes. "I tried to move but Dave started screaming at me." James let go of his wrists to 
move off him but Lars held him in place. The feeling over the taller man sheltering him was the only thing 
keeping him grounded at that point. "| managed to get away but..it hurt. It hurt a lot. | trusted him. | got so 
pissed off because | hate that he could overpower me, even for a moment. | HATE that | could be reduced to 


something so weak." James glared at him. 


"Hey you got away and you busted my lip. You aren't weak Lars. You can't help it if you're a little smaller than 
him." The drummer snorted. 


"Jamie, I'm more than a little shorter than him." James chuckled and brushed the drummer's hair from his 


face. 

"Im sorry he hurt you," he said quietly and Lars shrugged. 

"It happens" James scowled. 

"Ht shouldn't the drummer's strong hands smoothed up his thighs with a small smile. 


"Missekat..are you going to protect me?" James nodded slowly, his heart pounded as he looked down at the 
drummer who had been his best friend for what seemed like forever. It'd been a long couple years, firing Dave, 
hiring Kirk, Cliff's death and Jason joining the band, and Lars had stayed with him every step of the way. 
Looking down into Lars' startling green eyes now made James realize just how important the little drummer 
was to him. 


"l'Il always protect you Lars. You're my best friend,” he gulped and looked away from the green eyes he adored 
so much. "I love you." He moved off of him and Lars didn't move. "Sorry..l'm just..gonna go. Sorry ‘bout Dave." 
He muttered and walked way. Lars was motionless on the floor for a long moment before a slow grin overtook 


his face. He got up fast and ran after his singer. 


"James!" he called and he walked away faster, using his long legs to his advantage. Lars scowled. "James fucking 
Hetfield get the FUCK back here! Don't you fucking run from me god damn it!" James stopped and he darted 
around his front to look him in the face but the singer's eyes were glued to the floor. "Jeg elsker dig. Do you 
know what that means dickhead?" he asked with a small smile. James shook his head, refusing to meet his 
eyes. Lars laughed softly. "It means ‘I love you' asshole." James looked at him with startled eyes. "Ya | know, a 
shock to me too dickwad" James couldn't speak; his throat was having trouble working. "Ya gonna say 


something soon?" he teased and James coughed out a laugh. 


"You...really love me?" he sounded so vulnerable, so scared that Lars smiled warmly at him, wrapping his arms 


around the taller man's trembling form. 


"Dumbass..yes | love you." James grinned and bent his head to kiss the other man with more tenderness than 


he knew he possessed. Lars pulled away gently and grabbed his hand. "C'mon" James trembled again 
"Umm..l..1 don't, I've never..." Lars hushed him. 


"Hey..| trust you Jamie," his eyes were warm when he pressed a kiss to the taller man's neck. "You won't hurt 
me and l'm not afraid of you," he kissed James again. "trust me missekat:" James threaded his long fingers into 


the hair at the nape of the drummer's neck. His blue eyes burned with resolve. 
"| do trust you." Lars grinned. 


"Then let me SHOW you how much | love you Jamie," He sighed. "| NEED to show you." He whispered. James let 
out a breathless moan and let Lars lead them into their shared bedroom. Before the idea of their bedroom 


was out of pure necessary but now.. James had never been happier at the idea of it being THEIR room. 
"Lars..what if.."he kiss silenced him. 


"Stop worrying. Jason and Kirk went to the bar and won't be back until tomorrow morning." His body began 
trembling again and Lars smiled slightly. "Don't be afraid missekat" His strong hands smoothed over his body 
lightly, petting him until he relaxed enough for those wondering hands to slip under his shirt. He drew it ever 
so slowly over the singer's broad chest, holding back from kissing the tantalizing flesh that was slowly revealed 
until the shirt was off. James took his hands before they could continue touching him. 


'Lars.."his voice was trembling and Lars smiled wider. 


"Don't be afraid Jamie," he whispered and James brought the questing hands to his rapidly beating heating skin, 
sucking in a deep breath as fingers tweaked his nipples and stroked his skin. Lars grinned when James' muscles 
jumped under his touch. He tucked his fingers into the singer's belt loops to pull their hips tight together. 
"Touch me," he sighed. He closed his eyes and felt fingers ghost over his face, followed by warm lips. He 
groaned when James kissed him gently before delving into a deeper kiss. He poured all his need into James’ 


hesitating kiss to show him how much he wanted him, willing his friend to rely on him. He gasped when James 


finally stroked his fevered skin, drawing the cool tips over his stomach to his back, up to his shoulders. 


"James..." 


‘lm not afraid," he whispered and pulled the drummer's shirt off and slowly led him backwards to the bed. 
Lars tripped but landed safely on the mattress. His eyes fell to the bulge in James’ tight jeans and licked his 
lips before looking up at him for permission A quick nod made his fingers jump into action, hastily working the 
button loose and carefully pulling down the zipper. James stopped him again and before Lars could hiss in 
annoyance he'd pushed him further onto the bed, pulling off the other man's shorts, no longer shaking. His sky 
gaze now burned with unrestrained lust and love to the point Lars shivered in excitement. 


"James?" the taller man kissed him gently, dragging his lips down to his neck. 


| want to see you." He explained and Lars held still. In the growing moonlight James studied the man below him. 
He could see the marks that told of Dave's attack on him and a low growl tore from his throat. "I'l kill the 
fucker if he touches you again" Lars nodded, moaning when James nipped his taut neck and pinched a nipple 
roughly, making him buck. 


"He won't..you'll keep me safe missekat..my James." He cooed and James nodded in reply nuzzling his scruffy 
cheek against a surprisingly sold pectoral. James took his time learning Lars‘ body as he undressed the 
drummer. He learned all the spots that made him giggle, made him moan and writhe against him and all the 
spots that made him purr and arch off the bed until he was panting. "James stop..playing with mel" he wailed 
and James grinned, tossing his hair from his face. 


'Lars..touch me?" he backed away and Lars pounced on him, grinning like a kid in a candy store. His mouth was 
everywhere and his hands groped and stroked, petting him until he purred, groaned and growled. Leaning up he 
latched onto his mouth in a soul searing kiss that had him trembling and grinding up into Lars. He gasped when 
there was no barrier between them. Lars slid a hand up his heaving chest as questioning eyes searched for 


his. 
"James..how far are you willing to go?" he reared up, pulling Lars onto his lap and into his aching cock. 


"As far as you'll let me," he chuckled, “don't be afraid. | will NEVER hurt you." Lars grinned happily and James 
chuckled. 


"Missekat..love me." James groaned at his words. 


"With everything in me." He promised. Lars grinned and scrambled over to the bedside table for lube. James 
pulled him back into a heated kiss that had Lars’ head spinning. "Lie on your stomach babe | wanna make you 
feel good.” He moaned. The small drummer pouted at the thought of not being able to touch the blonde man be 
loved but he obeyed. He expected that James would go right to stretching him but instead hands smoothed 
down his back then clever fingers dug helpfully into his tired muscles. 


"Jamie." he whimpered and he hushed him, pressing a kiss to the curve of his back as he massaged his lover, 


relaxing him completely before we hand wondered low onto the drummer's pretty little ass. Lars' breath 
caught painfully in his chest but he wasn't afraid. His whole body was alive and shaking with desire and 
excitement that only James could alight in him. He could have wept when the questing hands disappeared only 
to let out a sigh of relief when they returned and a finger gently probed the tight muscles of his ass. 


"Don't wanna hurt you..can't hurt you..my pixie, my Lars" he sighed and Lars tossed his hair over his shoulder 


to look at him. 


"You won't. Please..please James. Make me yours. | want to be yours," he begged and the singer visibly gulped, 
slowly pushing a well lubed finger past the tight ring. Lars moaned into a pillow, raising him hips at the invasion. 
He could have cried when he thrust slowly, still believing he was going to hurt the smaller man. Lars bucked 
against him. "More..| need more," he groaned in frustration A second finger joined and he sighed his approval. 


James bent over him to lean into his ear. 
"Do you know how beautiful you look right now? All taut and hard and sweating?" Lars chuckled breathlessly. 


"All for you." James growled low in his chest and bent his fingers, hitting his prostate. Lars jumped, stars 
flashing before his eyes at the contact and moaned loudly. 


"All for me." James confirmed and began hitting the drummer's prostate until Lars was thrusting and moaning 
on the bed, mindlessly in his pleasure and begging in Danish for his lover. James pulled hif fingers away and 
Lars sobbed, remembering his English, he began begging. 


‘James..James now. | need you now. Fuck.please.."he whined, grinding into the bed sheets. "Please, please now, 
I'm ready." James turned him over, cupping his hips. "FUCK!" he winced when James buried himself balls deep 
into the smaller man and then waited for him to adjust. His arms trembled and above him, he could feel James 
shaking just as much. After a moment he shifted against the other man and James nibbled on his ear lobe, one 


hand reached his straining cock and the other tugged on his nipple ring. 


Fuck..you feel so hot and so tight and.FUCK Lars!" he gasped and the drummer wailed at the lack of 


movement. 


"Jamie..love me." James finally began thrusting, angling his hips t hit Lars' prostate with every stroke. He knew 
he hit it when the smaller man howled. 


"You're so fucking loud" He chuckled breathlessly. 
"Fuck you," he gasped. James grinned. 
"Maybe later, I'm a little busy." Lars through back his head moaning loudly and swearing in his mother tongue. 


"More," he demanded in a ragged voice. James complied, tilting the drummer's hips and thrusting harder. He 
didn't want to go too fast, he'd waited for what seemed like forever to be in this position with the man 


whimpering under him. "Jamie.." he hushed him gently. 
"Slow down.." he groaned and Lars glared at hdim. 


"Jamie I've been waiting for you to make a move since | met you. Now, if | have to tell you to fuck me one 
more time I'm gonna beat you with that fucking whack-a-mole mallet." James rolled his eyes and did as he was 
told and thrust faster into the squirming Dane until they had a steady rhythm. They moved as one, gasping 
and moaning brokenly into mouths and skin. James cried out when blunt nails raked down his back. He growled 
and thrust harder into the willing body under him. Lars sobbed. He was so close; he only had to reach a little 
farther for it. He cried out when James hit his prostate again but it wasn't enough. 


"Jay..| need more, more please." His head kicked back with a loud moan. "Touch me please." He whined, 
shamelessly begging for his climax. James did as he was asked, wrapping a large calloused hand around Lars' 
weeping cock. Blue and green locked as he stroked in time with each thrust. It didn't take long. In seconds the 
man beneath him screamed, pumping into James’ tight fist as he came. The blonde choked when the drummer's 
muscles locked around him, sending him spiraling into the most incredible orgasm of his life. Lars gasped for 
breath, sweating and trembling as James collapsed on top of him. He welcomed the weight of his lover, 


wrapping his arms around the weary body that rested so vulnerably against him. 


"Lars?" he whispered into his ear. The Dane nodded slightly, showing that he was listening. "Are you ok? Did | 
hurt you?" Lars chuckled, kissing his shoulder and the bruises he'd caused. 


"No..l'm alright..better than" He sighed happily and he grinned at the smile that the shy man was trying to 
hide in his neck. "What about you? How are you feeling?" he was honestly concerned for him, but his worry 


quickly evaporated at the warm laugh that rumbled through his chest. 


"For once..perfectly fine" He answered softly, pushing himself up to look down into the emerald gaze he loved 


so much. "I love you." He said seriously but in a warm tone that had Lars grinning like an idiot all over again. 


"I love you too Jamie.” He kissed him tenderly before flopping onto his back in exhaustion. James pulled out of 
him slowly and gave Lars a heated grin. The singer slowly sucked off his sticky and lapped at the thick cum 
that had splattered onto Lars' chest before snuggling down into the bed sheets with his lover. Lars nuzzled his 


cheek against James’ chest. 
"You're better therapy than Whack-a-mole." James rolled his eyes and kissed the top of his head. 


"Shut up and go to sleep Uli” The smaller man chuckled and did as he was told. James lay at his side awake, 
just looking at the man he considered his best friend and now lover. He yawned and shook his head when Lars 
cooed in his sleep, shifting closer to him. Tomorrow he would have to pay Dave a visit and with that thought 


he fell into an easy slumber with the man he loved. 


